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THE QOLDEN-HAIBED GIRL
AS our columns wound from Hindustan Through the mountain land to Ispahan, "Wasted cities marked our track, Ravaged fields and homesteads black; For an order was issued, stern and brief, By the bearded lips of our gloomy chief, To take no captives, but ever slay. No marvel that the lengthening way Behind us still as a graveyard lay,
*v
The sun was setting on Kandahar,
As we spurred up the lane of the long bazaar*
Amid the stalls and wares displayed
The troopers were plying their savage trade.
On every side in the tortured air
Rose yells and oaths and shrieks of despair.
When out of the rack a girl raced by
With a trooper in swift pursuit j Her breath came short and her straining eye Saw death in the spear that glimmered nigh.
And she ran with failing foot Her feet and shoulders and neck w^re bare,
And the skin showed pearly white, And there floated behind a mane of hair
Gold red in the sunset light*
The bright point pricked the skin of snow, When with the last strength of despairing woe.